CHAPTER II

FROM  CLIME  TO   CLIME

WINDING from the ruins of the castle of Qasr-i-Shirin> the
road meandered towards the hills, alongside a new aqueduct.
For the first time we observed the Pahlevi spade, about
seven feet long, designed by the lazy peasant to save him
stooping to his work, that he might the more easily remove
a light load from field and road.

We climbed the Pa-i-tak Pass. Ferdinand pointed to
the remains of a motor which had evidently started a head-
long career from the top, hurtling from rock to rock,
leaving bits on the way. We had never seen one car spread
over so large an area, and were glad to be safely near the
summit. Round a hairpin bend we came upon a lorry lying
on its side. Although the load of full petrol tins was intact,
the road reeked of petrol trickling from the tank. The
driver was smoking. We sidled round like a horse shying
at a traction engine, expecting flames to burst out at any
moment.

"It's Friday, the thirteenth/' said the D.P, gloomily,
clinging to the side of the car, and staring pessimistically
at the remains of another lorry lying forlornly where it had
fallen.

We passed five more wrecks in varying stages of decay,
and did not feel better until we reached the top of the pass
and began to traverse the broad Karind plain, some four
thousand feet above sea-leveL Everywhere the vine*
yards were green with grapes, water from the hills coursing
through narrow channels radiating from springs. Crops
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